A Short Philosophical Rollercoaster. 


Reminder: F*ck the world! 


My eyes slowly opened .| found myself in a place very 
unfamiliar. It almost felt like | was in a different world perhaps in 
a different universe. | tried to get up but my body was sore. | felt 
like my mind had been swapped out of my body to another 
body. | looked around, the unpleasant smell around me nearly 
suffocating me. | looked down at my body and | was stunned by 
the scene. | tried blinking my eyes but | could not change the 
reality . | was still in the same body, the same place. | was 
terrified because | was no longer a human. | have been turned 
into something very unusual, | was in the body of an insect. The 
most hated one, A cockroach . It was something hater by all 
mankind for perhaps a million years. A sight of it and all those 
bastards thought about was killing it. They came up with a 
million ways just to kill a poor soul. | tried to gather up some 
strength but | was still helpless. | gave it one more try and | was 
finally on my hideous legs. They were six which was very 
unusual. Anyways | started walking, | didn't knew where | was 
but it seemed like a sewer. | kept on walking through every type 
of impurity possible , garbage you can say. Then finally after 
minutes, | suppose hours of aimless wandering | caught a sight 
of something that gave me an awkward satisfaction . It was 
another one of my species. Yes, a cockroach. He didn't notice 
me as his back was turned back towards me. He kept walking, 
so | decided to follow him. My steps were slow and steady but 
my mind was filled with a haze of questions. Why was | like this 
? Why was | wandering ? One main question in my mind was, 
what was the meaning of the purpose of all this? Was my 
purpose in life? just to walk around and wait to die or be killed ? 
In this endless state of questions, | looked up and found myself 
in somewhere which | could call a city. It wasn't something like 
a human civilization but there were signs of life. It was a so- 
called city of these hideous roaches living in garbage and dirt. | 
was surprised to see them in every form. Big and small, strong 
and weak, young and old we can say. 


| was admiring something which would have been gross for me. 
There was fear and happiness in the air. Fear of someone 

finding out and destroying everything and the happiness of 
being together. Nobody noticed me and | decided to walk away 
to find the answer to one question. Why are their lives like this? 

| kept walking away till their city or so-called city was not in 
sight anymore . | was walking through dirty sewers . My eyes 
caught something that had the potential to give me answers to 
many things. It was an opening that was leading to the world 
outside this dirty sewer. | began to climb the dirty walls to reach 
the opening which led to a disgusting feeling in my gut because 
| was not used to this plague . It was a small hole but it was 
enough for me to get through. | crawled through it and was in 
joy to see the world. A world where | used to live as a human. | 
could see humans walking around and the streets were clean 
and peaceful. | found myself in a corner of a park because that’ 
s where the opening was leading to. There were couples and 
children and an old man playing fetch with his pet dog. It's 
honestly a shame how people abuse and keep hostage poor 
animals and name them pets when all they are is mere 

prisoners. In the distance | saw a man who was maybe in his 
late 30s sitting on a bench while his son was chasing a butterfly 
in the air. The child had beautiful blue eyes and he was blond. 
The way he chased the butterfly filled my head with questions. 
Why is a butterfly a source of happiness for people and why are 
we hated? By we | mean roaches ofcourse . I'm harmless so 
they can't hurt me. After all | have no intentions of harm and | 
only wish the best for that duo of father and son | thought to 
myself. | was filled with thoughts | didn't notice that | had been 
slowly taking steps towards them. Before | could stop myself | 
was inches apart from the child. 

| could see his head move and my anxiety raised. Suddenly he 
caught a glance of me. His eyes froze and he looked at me with 
a blank face. 


| was perhaps happy that he was not a bloodthirsty monster 
like other humans .| turned my little head to see his father 
whose eyes were on his son filled with curiosity about what 
he was looking at. Before | knew the next moment his head 
turned towards me and he saw me too. He didn't reacted 
and | was filled with satisfaction that | had been finally 
accepted by humans. | was in my own state of happiness 
when someone stomped on me and | was thrown feet away. 
To my horror that man had stomped me, attacked me. 
Before | could do anything he ran towards me and delivered 
a final strike and | was laying there helpless . | may have 
been the strongest creature yet everything had limits. | was 
in agony of my soul leaving my body! saw the boy still 
staring at me while his father was approaching him, his back 
turned towards me and there | was, suffering and dying. And 
then after so much pain | was finally calm. | was finally dead. 


My eyes opened and | was shocked. | could not think about 
anything straight and | tried to get up and | was able to. | 
looked down at myself and | was actually happy.!| was a 
human. My body was sweating like | had just visited hell and 
my breaths were shaky. | was dreaming. | was not in reality 
yet | was in reality .| felt something that was real only 
mentally. | took a sip of water from the glass beside my bed 
on the side table. 

| took out my diary which | haven't opened for decades . | 
began writing. 

Why are we judged? 

Why is everyone and everything judged based on their 
appearance? 

Why are people unfair? 

Why are people treated based on status and appearance? 

If we kill a cockroach we are heros but if we kill a butterfly we 
are monsters. Why? 

The answer is simple: we are monsters and we have created 
a fake world and we are constantly manipulating everyone to 
believe in this fake world. 

We force people and creatures to live alone in a corner 
where there's only darkness and plague and when they are 
affected by it we blame them by making them the problems. 
When judging people when they are equally a part of us and 
make them the villains but the actual reality is we are 
monsters. We are the people who create monsters. 

We have set such hideous and unrealistic standards that we 
don't deserve to. We are the people who deserve to die 
instead of ourselves , poor creatures and poor people who 
spend their lives trying to be a part of us and all we do is kill 
them. 

Physically and mentally. 

We are the worst creatures ourselves. 


Everyone who tries to hurt anything without knowing the 
reality is the person who deserves to die. 

Everyone and everything is beautiful if we become better 
people and see the good rather than pointing out the flaws. 
Ask your question before you can't anymore that why do we 
judge people when we are imperfect ourselves. 


YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL THE WAY YOU ARE! 
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